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rather in the way, and at bottom our natural
enemies.   It was well to challenge one or
another of them when you got a chance \
perhaps that challenge might break some
spell, transform the strange landscape, and
simplify  life.   A  theory  while   you  were
creating or using it was like a story you
were telling yourself or a game you were
playing;    it  was   a  warm,   self-justifying
thing then;  but when the glow of creation
or expectation was over, a theory was a
phantom, like a ghost, or like the minds of
other people.   To all other people, even to
ghosts,   William   James  was  the  soul  of
courtesy; and he was civil to most theories
as   well,   as  to   more   or  less   interesting
strangers that invaded him.   Nobody ever
recognised more heartily the chance that
others had of being right, and the right they
had to be different.   Yet when it came to
understanding what they meant,  whether
they were theories or persons, his intuition
outran his patience; he made some brilliant
impressionistic sketch in his fancy and called
it by their name.   This sketch was as often
flattered as distorted, and he was at times
the dupe of his desire to be appreciative and